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More Extracts from the Alaska Letters.— 

Circle City, Alaska, December 3, 1902. 

We have been desperately busy getting the building fixed up and comfortable 
for the long, cold winter which is here, but all our extra work is not done yet. 
The temperature to-day is fifty degrees below, and 1 can see daylight through the 
door. It is decorated with frost all around the cracks and on every nail-head. 
Mr. Rice came late in September and has worked like a carpenter ever since he 
came. He put new hardwood floors in the hospital building and in the 
church. We chinked and lined all the buildings (“ chinked” means to put moss 
between the logs). Then they have to be lined with drilling before they are 
papered. The church we papered with light-colored terra-cotta paper, with a 
nice border. The ceiling is covered with cream-colored drilling. Mr. Rice made 
a chancel, raised the altar, and built a retable. He also made a cross and 
brought two brass candlesticks with him, so we have the Eucharistic lights. We 
have plenty of fair linen, etc. I made a frontal of dark-red cloth, put on a green 
cross embroidered with gold on the front, and had fringe the same colors as 
the cross for a superfrontal. Mr. Rice wants a vested choir and a processional 
cross. He has the men for the choir, and we are going to try and raise the money 
for the vestments and make them ourselves. We now have about four hours 
daylight, with a long twilight. The sun is rising at nine a.m. and setting at 
one. It is now noon, and I am writing by lamplight. The sun now rises a little 
to the east of the south and sets a little to the west of the south. Pretty soon 
it will rise and set directly south, dropping down, as it were, almost in the 
same place it rose from; then we will have about one hour’s light. In the 
summer the Bun rises and sets in the north, disappearing sometimes for only 
half an hour. Our geographies were not written for Alaska. Our Indians love to 
come to church, even to the white services in the evening. They are taking more 
interest in their personal appearance and the care of their cabins. The chil¬ 
dren all come to school and are anxious to learn. They are not a bright race of 
people and the little ones seem so dense. Our Christmas work has commenced. 
To-day we have a meeting of the white ladies to plan for the tree for the white 
people. Our presents this year for the Indians won’t be very much, as we have 
no toys or dolls. I brought a supply of cardB, tissue-paper, and handkerchiefs. 
I have some penknives for the boys and pictures for men and women. Our 
bishop sent candy and nuts and we have candles for our tree. We have a great 
many men here, and we try to interest and entertain them. We must give 
them a little bit of Christmas. We go to lots of social functions and return some 
of them. One evening in the week we give up to entertainment when we have 
no patients. We invite twelve guests, one lady besides Mrs. F. and myself. We 
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play whist or euchre and have a cup of coffee and cake. Thanksgiving Day we 
gave a dinner to our Indians. We had some canned kidneys in the store-room 
and made a nice, savory stew of them. We had baked beans and rice, pie and 
cake, and they had a big feast. The next day we were invited out to dinner and 
had roast mutton—the first 1 have tasted here. They sent for it from Dawson 
last summer and froze it in the winter. Next summer we hope to add new 
buildings, and we need roofs of corrugated iron or shingles instead of mud. 


The word Texas has for most of us rather a vague meaning and conjures 
up but confused visions of cowboys, dusty plains, and ranches. From the size 
of the State it naturally follows that many different avocations are pursued 
within its borders and many sorts of scenery, and even some varieties of cli¬ 
mate, prevail. Still, the summers and even the springs in this salubrious clime 
are undeniably hot; even the beauty of the flowers and the balmy softness of 
the air cannot hide the fact that the sun is torrid indeed. 

To one nurtured in our cold northern clime the delicious verdure and beauti¬ 
ful flowers that come so early are a revelation. 

When I first went to San Antonio it was October, and the out-of-doors life 
was a joy. Even during the winter one can sit on the gallery (a3 they call a 
piazza) for a good part of the day, but when the “northers” blow the poor 
inhabitants are truly frozen. 

I will not go into the historical interest of San Antonio, nor the part it 
played in the war for Texan independence. That is an old story now. The 
old mission of the Alamo, so famous in this struggle, still stands in the centre 
of the city and is shown to visitors. 

The missions are the most interesting objects about San Antonio. Besides 
the Alamo, there is a very old one built into the Mexican Cathedral of San 
Fernando, also within the city limits. The other missions are several miles 
outside of the city, and the nearest one, Nuestra Sefiora de la Concepcion, is 
in a very good state of preservation and is still used ub a church. The mission 
next in point of distance, San Jos6, was the most beautiful of all, having been 
built by a celebrated Spanish architect. Now only the walls and parts of the 
cloisters remain, one subterranean chapel being still used for worship. The 
main building was profusely adorned with Btatues, but they w r ere wantonly 
destroyed during the Mexican War. The other two missions are in ruins. 

Aside from the modern buildings in San Antonio itself, which are mostly 
built of a soft yellow stone quarried near by, the military post offers attractions 
to the tourist. It is the second largest in the country, and has companies of 
infantry, troops of cavalry, and a battery of artillery stationed within its walls. 
The sunset drills are attractive and many people drive out to see them. The 
way out there is very pretty, and in the season many of the houses are really 
smothered in roses. 

The “ bend of the river” is also a pretty drive, or ride in the electric 
cars, and from April until the sun dries them up the fields which surround these 
springs are carpeted with wild-flowers. They grow literally in sheets, and the 
grass is not visible, so thickly is the ground covered by pink, white, blue, lilac, 
and yellow blossoms. 

San Antonio is about six hours from the coast, and one may obtain sea¬ 
bathing of a very lukewarm character by going to Corpus Christi, on the bay 
of that name. Above San Antonio in the other direction lies Boerne, a health 
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resort, and Kerrville, still higher among the hills. There are many ranches all 
about and life on them is very attractive and novel. 

When absolutely wilted by the heat of a long summer 1 found much rest 
and refreshment from the breezes about one hundred and sixty miles above San 
Antonio. When I tell you that the thermometer ranged from one hundred and 
two to one hundred and four degrees every afternoon in the shade, you may 
not think much of the change, but there was air stirring and more life in it 
than on the plains below. 

The trip up was memorable, as the greater part of it was made by stage 
and led over the “ divide," a water-shed of about twenty-miles’ extent. Such 
climbing and grinding and jolting I have never experienced, and most of the way 
was over and through rivers and streams and along their banks. Ledges of 
rocks rising on either side made most picturesque scenery, and would have 
reminded one of the palisades of the Hudson save for the cacti and Bemi-tropical 
foliage that grew in the crevices of the rocks. 

All the beauty of San Antonio is marred in the recollection of the unfortu¬ 
nate consumptives who frequent it. They are so pitiful, both in their hope and 
despair, their lives and deaths, that they may not be forgotten. The climate 
is so good for lung diseases, the air so light and balmy, that many are helped, 
but they still form a sad band of pilgrims on their way to a better country,— 
“ that is, a heavenly.” D. 


Boston. —A special meeting was called at St. Stephen’s on February 12 to 
meet our chaplain-general, • id the ocasion was most enjoyable. At the service 
three members were received and two associates, one of them being that rare 
bird, a medical associate. 

In his address Bishop Whitehead spoke of the real purpose and work of the 
Guild of St. Barnabas, saving that it stood between two mysteries—the mystery 
of pain and the mystery of healing. Pain was a thing hard to understand, and 
yet we, as nurses, could not but admit that it had its good and blessed side, as 
it developed character and drew out the ministrations of love and sympathy. 
When one did not believe in pain and death, one missed the knowledge of 
many of the deepest things of life. In a city like Boston, where so many fallacies 
on theso subjects exist, a society which recognizes the true beauty of loving- 
service to the afflicted should be of the utmost use. Emphasis was placed on the 
appreciation by a nurse of the inner and deeper side of her work, and we all 
thoroughly enjoyed our chaplain’s words. 

Later, in the parish-rooms an informal reception was held and a very 
pleasant social hour passed. One of the members present, who had just been 
admitted at the service, was Miss Jackson, who goes to Manila in May as one of 
Bishop Brent’s nurses. We sincerely hope that those who go into foreign and 
interesting fields will not forget their duties towards our department in the 
Joubnal. Those who can send news of such interest to us all are surely bound 
to do so. Miss Babcock is at St. Paul’s House, Rome, and we are glad to hear 
of her interest in her work there. 

At the “ bee” held at Mrs. Macintosh’s on Tuesday, February lo, a letter was 
read from Miss Murray telling of their rescue work among Indian babies. It 
is the pleasing custom of the tribes to bury infants alive in their mothers’ 
graves! Several of these waifs are now living and growing fat under our 
missionary’s care. 

[This report was held over from last month for want of space.—E d.] 
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Boston.— The Boston Branch of the Guild of St. Barnabas held its meeting 
for March on Wednesday, the twenty-fifth day of the month, at St. Andrew’s 
Church. The committee was called together to transact business before the 
meeting of the guild. Mr. Bishop, chaplain of the guild, conducted the relig¬ 
ious service, after which all adjourned to the assembly-room of the Parish-House. 
Here the members passed a pleasant hour. Two new associate members were 
admitted to the guild, Mrs. George Nickerson and MisB Susan Howe. 

The chaplain spoke in his address about the need for visiting other nurses, 
the sick, and the newly joined. A committee has been formed for this purpose 
and we hope they may prosper. 

It would be a good idea if nurses who are ill would let the local secretaries 
know of the fact, and it is greatly to be wished that nurses who change their 
addresses would also notify their secretary of the fact. 

Anyone who has ever struggled to send out notices knows how hard it is 
to be sure that they will ever reach their destination. 


The Hartford Branch. —There has been so much illness during the winter 
that the attendance at the guild meetings has been far from large. We always 
plan for a bright, social time at the meeting which comes during or just after 
the Christmas season. This year it was held at Trinity Church on the evening 
of Wednesday, January 14. Nearly all of the nurses were on duty or sick 
leave, but a few were able to brave the elements, and these, with several of 
the associates and guests, made a goodly gathering. The beautiful assembly- 
room of Trinity Parish-House was brightly illuminated, and a fire of blazing 
logs oil the wide, open hearth made one forget the bitter cold out-of-doors. The 
chaplain, Dr. Hart, conducted the religious sei . ce at half-past eight o’clock, 
after which all present gathered around the fire. The friends who had kindly 
promised to entertain us with music and recitations were ill and voiceless 
and not able to be present, but a pleasant social hour was passed over the cakes 
and coffee and a basket of favors prepared by some of the associates. 

On the afternoon of Wednesday, February 18, a meeting of the guild was 
held at Christ Church Parish-House. Dr. Hart, the chaplain, conducted the 
religious service in the chapel. The greater part of the business meeting fol¬ 
lowing was devoted to hearing and discussing reports from the convention of 
the Guild of St. Barnabas held in Philadelphia. 

On Wednesday, March 18, the guild met at the Nurses’ Home on Jefferson 
Street in the evening. Quantities of beautiful flowers donated by our secretary 
and the presence of a number of the hospital nurses in their spotless uniforms 
made the bright, cheery parlor exceedingly attractive. Dr. Hart conducted the 
religiouB service, one of the home nurses kindly playing the piano for the 
hymns. After the discussion of business, Miss Beach, the secretary, spoke of 
the branches of the guild in foreign countries, and read some interesting ex¬ 
tracts from the letters of one of the nurses stationed in Africa. 


Dr. Richard Herzoo has discovered the ancient temple of Esculapius on 
the island of Cos. Connected with the temple is the earliest known hospital. 



